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Dare To Be An Idiot! 


on’t you just hate it when people 
D say, “Well, at least you tried”? 

There’s an even worse one. “At 
least you followed your dream.” 

What if your dream was stupid? 
What if a guy’s dream was to start 
violin lessons at age 65 and play with 
the New York Philharmonic? 

If you were the guy’s friend, 
wouldn't it be the right thing to say, 
“Hey, bud, you just picked a goal that 
will require a natural disaster annihi- 
lating every professional violin player 
in the world”? 

But we're not supposed to say that. 
Were supposed to say, “Follow that 
dream!” Entire movies are devoted to 
this thesis—that it doesn’t matter what 
the dream is, but it does matter how 
dimwitted and single-minded you are 
about pursuing it. If some guy took up 
weightlifting and actually killed him- 
self by trying to bench-press 1200: 
pounds, we'd say, “Well, at least he 
followed his dream.” 

Of course, the main problem with 
“following your dream” is: How the 
heck do you know when you’ve accom- 
plished your dream? I mean, if you 
take up acting, do you win when you 
get an Academy Award? Do you win if 
you get a paycheck for doing walk-ons 
on As the World Turns? What’s the 
standard of dreaminess here? 

What if your dream is to race in 
the Indianapolis 500, but you crash 
and burn at Yellow Belly Speedway 
and suffer burns over 90 per cent of 
your body? Does God say, “Okay, that 
counts—that’s the same as winning 
the Indianapolis 500"? 


What if your dream is to be presi- Chanda (yes, that’s her whole name) standa, in Angel of 
dent, but you lose every election you Destruction. 





ever enter? Do you get points for this? 
“Well, Gerald, looks like you got six per 
cent of the vote again, but, by God, we 
followed that dream, didn’t we?” 

In other words, a lot of dreams de- 
pend on stuff you have absolutely no 
control over. 

But we've taken care of this. We 
have another great American saying: 

“You should be proud of finishing 
second (or third, or fourth, or fifth), 
because there were a lot of people who 
didn’t even get that far.” _ | 

Parents love to use this one, and : moo 
they think it’s supposed tomake youfeel gee ) 
good. In other words, you find a bunch of 
people who did worse than you to make 
yourself feel good. Isn’t this kinda sick? 

Some people even say, “Your prob- 
lems aren’t that bad. There are people in 
this world who don’t have any arms and 
legs and live in an iron lung all day.” 

What are you supposed to say? 
“Wow, that makes me feel great about 
myself.” 

The world is very very diseased, 
isn’t it? What bothers me is that nobody 
notices. 

Speaking of unexplained phenom- | _ _.. 
ena, this week’s movie, Angel of De- Maria Ford has to work very hard after Charlie Spradling 
struction, doesn’t make a lick of sense, is killed in the second reel. 
but Ill give it a shot. It’s the story of a gorgeous private detective who lives in the Philippines and is 
used by the Filipino police to solve crimes all the 
Founded 1985 time, only she gets killed by a sadistic serial killer 
and ex-mercenary who likes to dress up women in 
bridal gowns and then slit their throats, but as soon 
as this happens the private detective’s gorgeous 
stepsister shows up in the Philippines and takes over 
the case, which is convenient because she’s been 
sleeping with the dead sister’s ex-boyfriend, who is 
“The Newsletter That’s Like a Drug: a Filipino cop, who helps his girlfriend figure out 

The First One’s Always Free” that the crew-cutted kung-fu serial killer is about to 

Vol. 10, No. 17: August 22, 1994 go after the gorgeous lesbian performance artist 
. Delilah, and so the stepsister signs on as the per- 
oe algae sonal bodyguard to Delilah and her lesbian lover 
Advertising/Marketing Director: Mary Koon Reena, but Delilah’s creepy boyfriend keeps bother- 
= BE te haniské Ace Bachvewd tos ing everyone because he’s been ordered by a mobster 
Staats, Henry Roll, Stephanie Piro and recording industry investor to force Delilah to 

change her act so the mobster can recover his $2 
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The Joe Bob Report, formerly We Are the Weird, (ISSN te ee ; : 
1056-2427) is published bi-weekly for $65 per year by the Joe million investment, only after a while he decides to 


ian it ee tes Dalle YX just murder her and get $1.5 million for the insur- 


75225. Second class postage paid ~ sey FT; Texas. ance policy he has on her, only meanwhile the serial 
Rates for the rest of the world are $100 a year. . . . . . 
POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The Joe Bob killer is wasting hookers all over town and closing in 

Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. on Delilah, and the stepsister—who is played by 
All contents © 1994 by Joe Bob Briggs. We accept . FS = = : 

unsolicited stuff in the mail, and we pay $25 for it if we use it. Maria Ford, by the = starts kung fuing seeds 

We're especially interested in short satire and innovative one in sight until the big final scene in the Manila 

cartoonists. : : ; : 

We will send one free sample copy to anyone in the world. shipy ards where the killer has Delilah tied up and 

Just send us the name and address. he’s gonna try to marry her and then slit her throat, 
Our Fax number is 214-368-2310. but 








Jimmy Broome likes his women docile. 


I give up. 

I quit. 

Why do I do this? Week after week after week, I 
try to tell you what happens in these movies, and do 
you appreciate it? Do you care? No. All you wanna 
know is the lowest common denominator consumer 
information. 

Me, too. 

Fifty-eight dead bodies. Sixteen breasts. 
Through-the-window plunge. Lesbo bondage linge- 
rie musical night-club act. One motor vehicle chase, 
with crash and burn, two fireballs. Gratuitous music 
video. Eleven Kung Fu scenes. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Charlie Spradling, as the 
sister who dies in the second reel, for kung-fuing five 
cuys attempting a gang rape and saying “The broken 
nose is for the girl—the vasectomy’s free”; Jessica 
Mark, as the airhead singer who says “If this album 
hits, P11 drop him like a greased pig”; Maria Ford, for 
doing a five-minute kung fu scene in the nude, 
complete with scissor-kicks, and for doing a strip- 
tease because the killer has a hostage and says he 
won't release her unless he sees Maria Ford nekkid; 
and Jimmy Broome, as the guy who likes Filipino 
brides, but only after they’re dead, for saying “Re- 
member me, Carl? You left me and my men to die in 
Angola. I didn’t like that.” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





of eee young dale dancin in nthee nndorwenra as they try : : 
to save achain of car washes from an evil company bycreating _ 


_ the Lingerie Channel. Two stars. (Second feature: Seedpeople: _ 
 Low-budget . Invasion of the Body Snatchers clone starring _ 


Sam Hennings asa meteorite expert who finds outthataliens _ 
are taking over his hometown by nurturing giant. alien seeds _ 


inan old prenare. If you get too close, the see neds will spew white | 


eyed: cookie monster ‘Two stars. , 


August 27: Chained Heat II: Brigitte Nielsen i the — 
hair cropped, the abs toned, the thunder thighs Hppling 


the meanest women’s prison in Crechocovakia. Kimberley . 


Kates is the innocent : out framed for coke age and - 


te streets of Pogue. getting molested by weirdbeard g goons, - 
demanding information from the geekazoid J American ambas- 
sador. Classic women-in-cages. Four stars. (Second feature: — 
Kickboxer II: The Art of War: Hulking kickboxer Sasha 
Mitchell goes to Rio for a match and busts uP a prostitution . 
ring. Two stars.) 
September 3: Dark Tide, Night Eyes UI | 
September 10: Mind Killer, Intimate Obsession — 
September 17: Lady Dragon,2, Blood Harvest — 


There’s bad, there’s really bad, and then there’s . . . 


Ahem. Yes. Well. Okay. Sure. 


Y ou ever had somebody tell you that you have a 
“God-given talent”? 

Does this tick you off? 

This ticks me off. 

It’s a way of saying, “You just did something that 
has nothing to do with you. God gave it to you. He just 
happened to pick you instead of somebody else.” 

Well, okay, yeah, maybe. Except that people 
usually talk about “God-given talents” when they’re 
talking about something that requires twenty years 
of training and practice to do correctly. 

They talk about professional baseball players 
having “God-given talent.” And professional base- 
ball players start playing the game at six years old 
and, if they practice every day of their lives, might 
have a chance to become a major league star sixteen 
years later. 

If God was gonna give em the talent, why didn’t 
he just give it to em right off? What would happen if 
God gave em the talent when they were 48 years old, 


instead of 22? Could they just trot out on the field and 


start striking people out? 

People talk about writers who have “God-given 
talent.” I’ve never met a great writer who didn’t 
struggle to train himself every day of his life. And the 
ones who can’t put in the five to ten hours a day don’t 
become writers at all. 

But, of all the people who get the “God-given” 
treatment, I would say actors and singers probly get 
it the worst. Actors get it because it’s assumed that 
they’re “just being themselves” on the movie screen, 
and theyre just interesting people, because God 
made em that way. When the truth of the matter is, 


The big lasered-to-death-by-a-demon-in-a-giant-mud-puddle scene. 








The Demon Keeper 
the history of devil-worship. The guy won’t 
shut up. 

anybody who goes onscreen “just being himself” will 
be boring. The ones who look like they’re “just being 
themselves” are the ones who worked hardest on it. 

And with singers they say, “God gave her such a 
beautiful voice.” 

And if you have a beautiful voice, and you don’t 
train it and use it and perform with it and work on it, 
then it goes away. Why is it 
that when a great singer gets 
lymph nodes at age 27, because 
they've been breathing the 
wrong way, and then they can 
never sing again, nobody says, 
“Isn't that interesting? God 
took away that talent.” 

I’m sorry, but I don’t really 
get it. One thing I know, 
though, is that, when some- 
body says you have a “God- 
given talent,” look out. They’re 
putting you down. 

Unfortunately, we have a 
God-given movie this week. It’s 
called Demon Keeper, and not 
since Plan 9 From Outer Space 
have this many earnest actors 
been this sincerely awful. I use 





“awful” as a term of the utmost admi- 
ration, because this is one of those 
flicks so perfectly horrible that it’s 
mesmerizing. There are bad movies, 
and then there are movies that go into 
a stratosphere of the Ultra-Bad, the 
kind of bad that’s a religion and an art 
form. This is such a movie. 

Edward Albert is a shyster psy- 
chic trying to fleece an old lady out of 
her money. Dirk Benedict is a real 
psychic with a goatee who’s watching 
Albert like a hawk during an ancient 
Druid ritual that they read about ina 
book. When members of the seance 
party started being slaughtered by a 
ten-foot-tall lizard demon who speaks 
through a larynx box, Benedict and 
Albert stand around with the rest of 





the house guests looking surprised. Edward Albert etie a shotgun for no reason and deninwds 


To these people, dead bodies are like 
so much lint on their Armani suits. They're perfectly 
willing to turn back to dinner party conversation 
about whether demons are real or not. 

There are about ten people wandering around 
this house, splitting up into conveniently small groups 
so the demon can appear to them one at a time and 
enter their minds and turn them into mass-murder- 
ing slashers. But there’s some kinda rule that, if they 
don’t indulge in “vice” before dawn, they might 
survive. So, of course, they start drinking and hav- 
ing sex like crazy, until cheesy red flames start 





Dirk Benedict, searching for his agent. 


to be let out of his contract. 


coming out of their mouths and they do things like 
run out into the rain in their nightgowns and have 
wrestling matches in giant mud puddles. When 
people die, they stare at the body for a full five 
seconds, then scream. 

In other words, absolutely no plot to get in the 
way of the story. 

My kinda movie. 

Thirteen dead bodies. One dead dog. Twelve 
breasts. Witch burned at the stake. Gratuitous golf 
course scene, with hysterical Mafia guys trying to 
collect a debt from a golfer. Woman-eating dog. 
Sword slicing. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Edward Albert, for making long speeches 
about devil gods born of man from the seeds of 
angels, and black magic, and “psychic experimenta- 
tion,” and Druid rituals, until you just wanna say, 
“Okay, yeah, shut up and bring on the demon”; 
Adrienne Pearce, as the lush who does the worst 
imitation of a drunk since the one in my third-grade 
play, for saying “Im not going into any clinic!”; 
Andre Jacobs, as the husband who says “The only 
monster in this house comes in a bottle!” and “Tell 
me—what did I ever do to get mixed up in your lousy 
karma?”; Elsa Martin, as the lesbian who gives a 
massage to another woman and says “I’m very good 
at this—I used to be a misogynist”; and Mike Lane, 
as the talkative demon, who says things like “You 
have done well—you will now join me” and “Feel 
me—enjoy me—love me always” and “You must 
cringe before me!”; Dirk Benedict, as the psychic who 
says “I sense an omnipresence in this house” and 
“Avoid all vice and passion—it preys on human 
frailty”; and director Joe Tornatore, for doing it ese 
drive-in way. 

Hither zero stars or four stars, depending on how 
you look at it. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Reviews by the Underground Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


PYARDCORE: THE FILMS OF 


RICHARD KERN, VOLUME ONE 


“Consistently ugly, disturbing and interesting” anthology of 
nine “fast-paced” “deranged and nightmarish” “in-your-face” 
short films about “dark fantasies and harsh reality,” full of 
“violence, nudity, nutty street people, and gun-wielding teenage 
punk rockers,” made between 1984 and 1991 by Lower East Side 
“punk gonzo anarchist” Kern. “Kern’s films are violent, ugly, 
beautiful and sexy. Politically incorrect and proud of it, they 
visually assault you while making you laugh.” “I’ve never seen a 
Kern film I wouldn’t gladly sit through several more times. I love 
everything about them—the bad attitude, the 
squalid surroundings, and, above all, the hu- 
mor.” “The blood-squirtin’, semen-spurtin’ 
oeuvre of Kern is uneven but generally enter- 
taining.” “Bleak, stark, scary, hopeless, fatalis- 
tic and cynical—much like New York City 
itself. Each film encapsulates the wretched 


System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


tic wedding with cannibalism and electrocutions,” showing “the 
torments of a “Jesus Saves’ zombie, representing everyday man 
in his adversities.” “Looks a little like a cross between Franken- 
stein and A Clockwork Orange.” “Kind of Hellraiser meets Ed- 
ward Scissorhands.” “Director Jim Van Bebber is the master of 
controlled chaos.” “Like Alice Cooper’s old Theatre Rock style.” 
Eight dead bodies. Four explosions. Cast: Ogre (“quietly in- 
tense,” “nice performance” as Gregor), Cevin Key, D. Rudolph 
Goettel. Writers: Kevin Ogilvie, Gary Blair Smith, Van 
Bebber. [Nett Werk/Capitol. Available from Mercury Films, 73 
Westpark Rd., Dayton, OH 45459. 1991.] (Also reviewed by the 
Ultra-Low-Budget Committee, which gave it an 89.) Overall 
rating: 83. 


Basi C AUTOPSY 
PROCEDURE 


“Revolting” “straight-ahead” “no- 
nonsense” United States Army educa- 





misery of those who have chosen to wallow in 94-89 Classic tional film in which “two stiffs get 
utter hedonistic excess and subsequent de- 88-84 Excellent sliced and diced while an unseen ob- 
spair. The characters are both repugnant and : oe server makes sure we get it withadry, 
compelling at the same time.” “These films are 83-80 Decent droning play-by-play.” The autopsies 
the quintessential ‘underground’ cinema—ur- 79-75 Watchable are carried out by “three pathologists 
ban settings in which violence is frequent, 74-65 Pathetic that look like Ross Perot and his twin 
sudden and brutal, and sex is graphic, but : brothers,” demonstrating the stages 
about as erotic as a bowel movement. I'd like to 64-50 Dog Doo Doo of “identification, documentation and, 


suggest that Richard get a puppy, but I hate to 
think what he’d do to it.” “A smorgasbord of 
brown chunks from the Big Apple. Not for the 


Underground Records 


Highest rating: 94 - 


999 


of course, ‘snip snip snip,” revealing 
“big globs of oozy, messy entrails in a 
a restrained yet orgiastic celebration 


squeamish, faint of heart or politically correct. (My Sweet Satan, 1993). of post-mortem protocol.” “This is a 
Feminists should give this one a pass.” A defi- bec joke, right?” “Jeffrey Dahmer would 
nite “highlight” is the “legendary” Lydia (White Noe ae . wet himself watching this one. Any- 


Lunch, “brooding and indignant,” “edgy and 
compelling,” fondling herself and getting 
abused by a series of men in The Right Side of 
My Brain (1984), while she recites a freeform monologue about 
“what she wants in terms of sexual ssatisfaction, and how no one 
ever goes far enough to suit her.” (Sample: “A cyclone in the heart 
of a wet, wet emptiness.”) In Straw Dogs, the “weird” David 
Wojnarowicz is a “deranged art fan,” noted for his “amazing 
facial contortions,” who gets “exploded and slowly ripped apart.” 
The “gonzo” Lung Leg is “the scariest woman ever filmed” as the 
rebellious punk who kills her whole family in the “agreeably 
hateful” You Killed Me First (1985), with Karen Finley as the 
mom, in a “great death scene.” “Brilliant” Nick Zedd is “disturb- 
ingly intense” as he marches down the sidewalk toa great Dream 
Syndicate song in Thrust in Me. The Sonic Youth music video 
Death Valley 69 (1986) has “good gore effects.” In Nazi (1991), “a 
well-proportioned stripper dresses as an S.S. agent.” Adrienne 
Altenhaus is “funny” in Woman at the Wheel. Manhattan Love 
Suicides (1985) is “full of odd and amusing ideas.” And “bondage 
fans” will enjoy the “unpleasant” Submit To Me (1985), a “too- 
sick-for-MTV” music video for the Butthole Surfers. Minority 
opinion: “I’m tired of New York attitude filmmaking.” Nineteen 
dead bodies. Twenty-five breasts. One motor vehicle chase. One 
explosion. Death by barbell. Cast: Tom Turner, Amy Turner, 
Cruella De Ville. Writers: Kern, Zedd, Lunch. Producer/Direc- 
tor: Kern. [Deathtrip Films. To order, send $31.95, with a state- 
ment that you’re 18 years of age or older, to Film Threat Video, 
P.O. Box 3170, Los Angeles, CA 90078-3170. 1992.] Overall 
rating: 89. 


SS PASMOLYTIC 


This “frantic” “relentless” “bizarre” video for the industrial 
rock band Skinny Puppy is a “colorful, confusing, post-apocalyp- 


_ Out of Band Experience, 1992). 


one else will probably puke.” “It’s the 
ultimate party tape!” “Yet another 
example ofa video that exists solely to 
be used for adolescent ‘gross-out’ rituals.” “The dated, grainy, 
‘pirated’ quality of the video and the monotonous narration make 
this seem genuine.” “It retains that wonderfully impersonal 
touch. I'll bet these guys can really clean fish!” “Too much Lithium 
for the narrator, but the music makes up for it.” “I thought I was 
going to find this film unpleasant, but it is actually pretty 
interesting. I guess I like the educational film format, as opposed 
to a leering ‘mondo’ film.” “Four stars for the brain removal 
scene.” Three dead bodies. Skull-drilling. Backbone-removing. 
Heart-cutting. Scalpel Fu. [To order, send $28 ($30.13 if yow’rea 
resident of California) to Amok Books, 1764 N. Vermont Ave., Los 
Angeles, CA 90027. 1960.] Overall rating: 79. 


WHITE TRASH AT HEART 


This shot-on-video spoof of Wild at Heart attracted wildly 
mixed reactions, with some calling it “a pretty lame and awful 
home movie” and others “excellent parody” and “one of the most 
enjoyable movies I’ve seen in quite a while.” Writer/star Holly 
Angell Hardman “does an okay Lulaimpersonation,” although 
half found her “difficult to take with her excessive mannerisms 
and overdone Southern accent,” while the other half called her “a 
beautiful wiseass in red spike heels and Spandex pants who 
blithely destroys lives all around her, including her own.” Lula 
Looza is in love with an Elvis impersonator, “played most of the 
time by a Ken-type doll,” but he leaves her for another woman. 
Then David Lynch appears in a mirror and “puts her in an 
orgasmic trance,” so she goes looking for David in New York City, 
where she gets a tattoo, wanders the streets, gets into a catfight 
and is killed by muggers. “If L. Frank Baum had written The 
Wizard of Oz after consuming mass quantities of bourbon, it 


might look like this.” “It very effectively mimics Lynchian touches 
like extreme closeups of cigarette ends, ‘backward’ speech, weird 
fetishes like eggs on the sidewalk. It keeps teasing you with the 
sense that it’s about to veer in a more sexually graphic direction, 
but it never does, and that’s not as disappointing as you might 
fear, because it maintains a high level of humor and story 
cohesion.” “Unlike most one-joke films, this one doesn’t 
lose its bite after the basic premise is revealed.” “Tries to 
be weird and campy, but it’s not much fun to watch.” 
“Funny writing. A creative parody with enthusiastic 
acting and a good soundtrack.” “Hardman just tries far 
too hard in the service of a scattered and confused 
concept.” “Even Hardman’s noisy, breathy orgasms are 
annoying.” Hardman has the best line: “My necklace is 
gone! I must have lost it when I had my last orgasm.” Four 
dead bodies. Melting girl. One motor vehicle chase. One 
explosion. Kung Fu. Cast: Deep Throat (“standout” as 
David’s uvula), John Datri (Sailor Failyur), Rob 
Kennedy (Cousin Crispy Hopper), Steven Schreibman 
(voice of David), Paul Anderson (David’s mouth), Lisa 
Podosin (Peach). Producer/Director: Podosin (“compe- 
tent”). [To order, send $15 ($16.24 if you live in New York 
state) for the tape 2 by Holly Angell Hardman, which also 
includes the film Pray Tell, Damozel, to Falling Angel 
Films, P.O. Box 107, Village Station, New York, NY 
10014. 1992.] Overall rating: 78. 


ALARMING TRENDS 


“Tiresome,” “bleak but fun” series of four linked 
music videos about “you know, the eighties ennui thing,” 
featuring “mouth-watering” “new wave chanteuse” Re- 
becca Watson, a “petulant cheerleader type” who “defi- 
nitely has an attitude,” singing amid “images from an 
abandoned, depersonalized urban landscape.” Then “two 
female roommates vie for food remnants until the hungry 
one is finally driven to suicde.” “Drugs, suicide and youth. 
Gorgeous girls and great music. What more can you ask 
for?” “Creative special effects save the viewer from total 
boredom after 10 minutes.” “Amusing at times, with 
breakfast cereal served in the tub, airborne trout which decapi- 
tate folks, and appliances emerging from the ground.” “Nothing 
brilliant, but definitely a cut above the typical private effort.” 
“Excellent tunes—the kind you'll whistle to yourself later on.” 
“Weird images enhance the mediocre but listenable music.” “The 
music is somewhat reminiscent of Blondie.” “Some of the special 
effects, like the flying dead fish and the stop-motion animated 
walking pizza slice, are pretty well executed.” Two dead bodies. 
Musicians: Ronnie Cramer (guitar), Michael Benson (bass), 
Lonnie Ray Malish (drums). Cast: Lane Kharmon (“babe” in 
the bathtub full of cereal, watching TV), Becky Van Lewen (girl 
in phone booth), Shepherd Stevenson (exploding guy), Bethany 
Shaffer (artist/model), Doug Shelburne (guy on telephone). 
Producer/Director/Cinematographer/Animator/Editor/Com- 
poser: Cramer. [To order, send $15.95 (price includes bonus 10- 
song album) to Scorched Earth Productions, P.O. Box 101083, 
Denver, CO 80250. 1987.] Overall rating: 78. 


ATA 





“Dull” “kinda boring” “Chinese exercise video” in which Ben 
Wa Kai karate master Hiroshi Tajima “goes through a solo 
exercise sequence” while “vanquishing a fantasy band of Yakuza 
gangsters.” (“He fantasizes about wiping out the Yakuza the 
same way some dopey kid plays air guitar to Eddie Van Halen.”) 
“I hate it when chop-fuey gets too existential and introspective. 
I want disemboweling and decapitations.” Minority opinion: “’’m 
a black belt in karate. Kata is the single best illustration ’ve seen 
about why I’ve spent hours of my life working on forms, or kata. 
Any martial artist should love this film!” Five dead bodies. Kung 
Fu. Cast: Yasuki Fukui (Yakuza #1), Hiroyukilshida (Yakuza 
#2), Akio Tomiyama (Yakuza #3), Minora Tanada (Yakuza 


#4), Shouichi Sato (Yakuza #5). Producer/Concept: Samuel 
Turcotte (“well-written”). Writers: Kevin Ogilvie, Gary Lair 
Smith, Jim Van Bebber. Directors: Turcotte, Van Bebber 
(“fantastic”). [Nippon Karatedo Genwakai U.S. Headquarters. 
Available from Mercury Films, 73 Westpark Rd., Dayton, OH 
45459. 1990.] (Also reviewed by the Ultra-Low-Budget Commit- 





Holly Angell Hardman is a wiseass in red spiked heels in the 
David Lynch spoofbased on her screenplay, White Trash at Heart. 


tee, which gave it an 88.) Overall rating: 78. 
ATAN WILLIAMS 





“Very funny” “shot-on-video parody” starring a “pitchfork- 
holding redneck” standing by a tree and “looking menacing” as he 
spoofs Texas gubernatorial candidate Clayton Williams’ “get 
tough” commercials, ranting against women, liberals and drugs 
and advertising himself as “Satan Williams—Republican From 
Hell.” “Probably as clever as any commercial parody you might 
currently see on Saturday Night Live, which isn’t saying a lot, I 
guess.” “Great precursor to Bob Roberts.” “The actual Clayton 
Williams commercial that this video parodies is a lot funnier and 
more shocking, although unintentionally so. Remember ‘If they 
continue to use drugs, I’ll introduce them to the joys of bustin’ 
rocks’”?” “Due to the nature of American politics, this is not as 
satirical as it was meant to be.” “In many states, this guy would 
win.” “The unidentified person who plays Satan Williams is good. 
Well-acted and rehearsed.” “Ross Perot is great in his first official 
acting role.” “A regional parody that doesn’t connect for me.” 
“Obvious in-your-face parody. Just goes to show how difficult it 
is to satirize the real thing.” Producers/Directors: James & Tom 
Finn. [Available from Videophile, P.O. Box 101027, Fort Worth, 
TX 76185. 1990.] Overall rating: 78. 


AR IS MENSTRUAL ENVY 





“Confusing” “unfocused” “weird-ass” anti-war, anti-religion 
“spiritual peepshow” told through unrelated vignettes. “In the 
year 2093, after 90 per cent of the population is annihilated in a 
nuclear holocaust, the sea-worshipping survivors establish psy- 
chic contact with the dolphins and, in the next logical step, 


destroy Christianity and Islam.” First mummies writhe around 
sexually, picking at each other’s bandages and spitting up blood. 
Then a naked and “emaciated” Steven Oddo carves the word 
“WAR” into his chest with a razor blade. Kembra Pfahler, a 
“pathetic” blonde “with metallic teeth,” is a “mutant dolphin 


Peckoace Lee Howard survives ‘Hic barrage in The Championship of Disgust, a San 
Francisco performance-art event in which the audience is encouraged to express its opinion 


with tomatoes. 


woman” who gets physical with an octopus while she “keeps 
looking off camera for direction.” (“I mean, how can someone tell 
you how to do that anyway?” “Esther Williams wept.”) “Some 
really ugly tattooed people try to mate in a sleazy bar.” A naked 
man in a leather mask is whipped by a female dwarf. “A soldier 
stabs a baby with a bayonet and walks around with it.” And Annie 
Sprinkle makes love to a “horribly burned” man. “Bizarre and 
artsy-fartsy, but quite hard to turn off!” “Producer/director Nick 
Zedd doesn’t know when to end a scene and move on, and he uses 
negative film effect too damn often.” “Psychedelic sixties style. It 
looks like Timothy Leary directed. A beautiful mixture of com- 
puter-generated animation, live action, and negative photogra- 
phy.” “Arresting imagery, for the most part well executed. Virtu- 
ally every idea, though, is relentlessly driven into the ground.” “A 
collage of scenes and images with no unifying theme, intended to 
shock and titillate, but which usually bore.” “I wish to hell I 
understood just what ole Nickis trying to say.” “When the woman 
is swimming against the backdrop of the sea, the stool she’s 
standing on is visible against the blue screen.” “Rap music by Biz 
Markie and Schooley D is unspectacular, but I gotta admit, I’m 
still humming the chorus to ‘Mr. Big Dick’ by Schooley D.” 
“Completely abysmal! Ugh!” Twelve dead bodies. Twenty breasts. 
Close-up eye surgery. One explosion. Cast: Arri Roussimof, 
Mike Wilson, Nancy Leapardi. [To order, send an age state- 
ment and $32.40, payable to James Harding, Penetration Films, 





P.O. Box 1589, New York, NY 10009. 1992.] Overall rating: 75. 
(CHAMPIONSHIP OF DISGUST 


“An X-rated Gong Show gone psycho’ is the best description 
of this “wretched” “putrid” 
“depressing” “sophomoric” 
video recording of a “low- 
rent performance art de- 
bacle” in which “various 
pathetic people let the au- 
dience womp them with to- 
matoes.” (“Most of the com- 
ics don’t even complete 
sentences as the barrage 
mows them down.”) The 
spectacle is full of “lots of 
embarrassing adolescent 
male acting-out, wallow- 
ing in base sexism and sca- 
tology, not to mention pub- 
lic abuse and humiliation” 
as it begins as a “Most Bi- 
zarre Contest,” with cre- 
ator/emcee Tad Baker 
looking for “the most dis- 
gusting person in San 
Francisco,” but quickly 
“turns into a violent gay- 
bashing fiasco.” “It goes 
from surreal to idiotic (not 
that that’s bad).” Baker, 
“the culprit behind this 
pointless exercise,” “has a 
certain presence, maybe 
because he’s surrounded 
by so many losers.” Baker 
is “a carnival barker for a 
freak show” in which, for example, “a raving lunatic gets on stage 
with a bag of groceries and starts tearing each item apart while 
ranting about food additives and antibiotics and hardly even 
pauses even though he is being pummeled with tomatoes. An- 
other raving lunatic gets on stage wearing a Nixon mask and a 
large phallus and dances around while being pummeled with 
tomatoes.” It finally ends with “drunken out-of-shape men stand- 
ing naked onstage.” “This video might be taken by some as asign 
that the Apocalypse is imminent.” “Makes Howard Stern look 
like Ingmar Bergman.” “Dark and amateurish, the video has a 
corner bar/wet T-shirt contest quality.” “I think we’ve all seen bad 
comics and wished we had a tomato. This video takes that 
premise to absurd heights.” “Everybody who appears in this thing 
is a hateful negative jerk. The F-word must be used nine million 
times.” “Baker looks like Phil Collins and sounds like Andrew 
Dice Clay.” “Baker is a boring, tedious, self-obsessed pain in the 
ass. His schtick is totally devoid of wit or humor in any form.” 
Minority opinion: “I love the satire and the bad attitudes. Too bad 
more of the participants aren’t more disgusting. The level of 
verbal wit is pretty low. But I think this kind of ‘turn the camera 
on and let’em go’ moviemakingis so crucial and so fresh compared 
with most of the formulaic crap we see these days. I’ll always 
gladly sit through a movie like this.” [Available from Institute of 
Absurdity, 236 W. Portal, Suite 170, San Francisco, CA 94127. 
1991.] Overall rating: 69. 


| Meobe of the Underground Committee: are Vicky Bowles, Mavarine Editor of The Netione eage Lane ne : 
Michael Edington, alternative music buyer for a record store, Sicklerville, N.J.: Dymon Enlow, writer, McKinney, Tex.: 
Roger Hippert, lawyer, New Ulm, Minn.; Ken Kish, printer, Berea, O.; ; George Maranville, video producer, Lexington, Ky.; 

Richard Maxwell, security consultant, Miwaukee. Gem McCann, college student, Republic, Mo.; ; George Mosley, computer 
analyst, Vancouver, B.C.; Nick Murray, computer engineer, Columbus, 0.: ; Greg Olson, “computer nerd” for Sun Microsystems, 
Palo Alto, Calif.; J. Parker real estate appraiser, Crestview, Fla.; John Phelan, research assistant/graduate student in cell 
biology, Irving, Tex. Vic Stanley, writer/publisher, Des Plaines, Il. and Wynn Winberg, film/video director, STlington, | Tex. 


ur gal Debbie 
Rochon, the 
gorgeous New 
York-based B- 
movie actress and 
member of Joe Bob’s 
Board of Drive-In 
Experts (she serves 
on the Camp Com- 
mittee), just got 
back from Canada 
— she had the 
. title role in 
Midutied IT.(Some- 
how we missed Ab- 
ducted I, but we 
think Debbie was 
safe and sound until the sequel.) You can also see 
Debbie on the spring cover of Femme Fatales, which 
is not really surprising since she’s also a 
Femme Fatales Associate Editor. 
€ 
From our favorite satirical magazine, 
The Door, comes a we-wouldn’t-believe-it- 
if-it-weren’t-true story involving Ed 
Goble, Executive Director of Corporate 
Marketing for Word, Inc., the huge Waco- 
based Christian music and publishing com- 
pany. Goble invented a new marketing 
program called “Music 2 Go,” and he de- 
scribes it like this: “Music 2 Go is concep- 
tually based on Christ’s command to go 
into all the world and make disciples.” And 
the way it works is... if you buy two 
albums, you become eligible to win a Jeep 
Wrangler. “We created Music 2 Go,” ex- 
plains Ed, “as an avenue to unite the time- 
less, revolutionary gospel message with 
contemporary lifestyle.” For those who are 
still confused, the editors of The Door— 
Mike Yaconelli and Bob Darden—pro- 
vided this scriptural paraphrase: “Go ye 
into all the world and win two disciples, 
just two, and you will have a chance to win 
this revolutionary, yet functional, donkey. 
Actually, I plan to use her myself on Palm 
Sunday.” For other amazing-but-insuffer- 
ably-true stories from the wacky world of 
organized religion, subscribe to this slick 
36-page bi-monthly for $22.95 a year, pay- 
able to: The Door, 1565 Cliff Rd., Suite 3- 
450, St. Paul, MN 55122-9956. 
€ 
We have a foolproof test for determining whether 
someone knows his gore movies or not: Do they know 
the film Nightmare, released in 1981, and written 
and directed by Romano Scavolini? This is a fairly 
obscure film, but probably the most relentlessly 
violent flick ever made. It came at the height of the 





.. . Mherein We repor€ From the 
undergrouno, ~Ehe counfter-culture, 
€he out-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits owell. 


unregulated Gol- 
den Age of Gore— 
before the MPAA 
started cracking 
down in response to 
video-aware moth- 
ers—and it has ab- 
solutely no redeem- 
ing qualities. It’s 
told from the point 
of view of a maniac 
killer, and it fea- 
tures gouts of spurt- 
ing blood, severed 
heads, andcloseups 
of slit throats. 
Baird Stafford, 
whom we haven’t seen before or since, plays the lead 
pusieake using an ax as his preferred murder 





That’s Debbie on the right. 
weapon. The violence is so realistic, without any 
humor or cutesiness or attempt to soften the scenes, 
that after a while it’s hard to watch. (The movie 
bombed at the box office, by the way, proving that 
movies glorifying violence are no threat to the repub- 
lic.) Anyway, the only analysis of Nightmare we've 
ever seen (besides Joe Bob’s, of course) occurred in a 
recent issue of Samhain, the respected British hor- 


ror magazine. In England Nightmare has been clas- 
sified as one of the “video nasties” that can’t be sold 
in video stores except in drastically edited versions. 
Further proving that editor/publisher John 
Gullidge knows his gore on both sides of the Atlan- 
tic, Samhain also features an interview with 
Fangoria editor Tony Timpone and reviews and 





Appear te this controversial promotional video by DANZIG cost 


more than an arm and a leg. 


articles on every single film remotely related to the 
horror field. This lively slick 40-page bi-monthly 
goes for $20 for a five-issue subscription, payable to: 
Samhain, 77 Exeter Rd., Topsham, Exeter, Devon, 
EX3 OLX, England. 
= 

Just when you think nobody can top Spinal Tap, 
the music industry finds an act like DANZIG, which 
filmed a music video featuring lead singer Glenn 
Danzig anda leather-clad dominatrix leading around 
two amputees wearing dog collars and hooked to a 
chain. This promotional video, called “It’s Coming 
Down,” didn’t get a whole lot of MTV time, but it did 
help sales for the band’s EP, Thrall—Demonsweat- 
live, which made waves in headbanger clubs earlier 
this year. It’s directed by Jonathan Reiss, who also 
directed the notorious video “Happiness in Slavery,” 
with music by Nine Inch Nails, which was banned all 
over the globe. The DANZIG video was paid for by— 
who else?—Def American Recordings, which picks 
up all the musical acts deemed too hot by the main- 
stream record companies. We salute you , Def Ameri- 
can, for being so consistently perverted. 


In the We-Really-Didn’t-Want-To-Know-That 
Department, Roto-Rooter recently did a survey to 


find out what are the most likely objects to clog up 
sewers and drains. According to the Roto-Rooter 
men, number one on the list is tree roots. (Eighty- 
eight per cent of the men had dealt with monster 
roots, including Don Wismiller of Provo, Utah, who 
found a 114-foot-long root in a drain pipe in 1954.) 


But what was even more interesting is the list of 


flushed objects, which in- 
cluded beepers, false teeth, 
Barbie dolls, an eight ball, a 
fishing pole, a Tonka truck, a 
toy poodle, 14 pairs of men’s 
extra-large briefs, women’s 
lingerie, an alarm clock, dis- 
posable cameras, footballs, 30 
golf balls, oranges, and... 
ahem... vibrators. This is not 
to mention the 43-inch bull 
snake, the piranha, the baby 
tiger, the tabby cat, or the 
eight-foot rattlesnake. Thank 
you, Irene Sullivan, who 
sent us this information on 
behalf of Roto-Rooter, located 
in the wilds of West Des 
Moines, Iowa. 
€ 

Yes, you can rent weird 
movies through the mail. We 
frequently get asked this 
question, thanks to Block- 
buster’s policy of banning 
some of the most sought-after 
titles from the worlds of gore, martial arts and 
hardcore European horror. To the rescue comes 
Video Wasteland, a company founded a little over a 
year ago by our buddy Ken Kish of Berea, Ohio. (We 
have a soft place in our heart for Berea, because it’s 
the site of Joe Bob’s on-stage performing debut, at 
the Berea Convention Center, also known as Berea 
High School, which sits right directly in the flight 
path of the Cleveland airport.) Anyhow, Ken has 
more than 600 drive-in titles that he rents for $6 each 
(a deposit or credit card is required, to ensure he gets 
the videos back), and he keeps club members up to 
date with a regular newsletter and a thick catalog 
describing each movie. About half his titles are 
horror flicks, but he also has “mondo” classics like 
Africa Addio (1965), sixties adult sleaze like Hip, 
Hot and 21 (1967), juvenile delinquent films, Hong 
Kong titles, and the complete works of cult directors 
Dario Argento, Lucio Fulci, Jess Franco, 
Herschell Gordon Lewis and Ed Wood Jr. When 
you join, Ken will also send you a cool bumper sticker 
advertising his “Lesbian Nun Movies: A Hard Habit 
To Lick!” It only costs $15 to join, but you’ll need to 
get an application first, so you can fill out the age 
statement and credit card information: Video Waste- 
land, 214 Fair St., Berea, OH 44017. 
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Thou shalt spend thine entire allowance on popcorn and Raisinets, but... 


Thou Shalt Not Laugh 


Y ou hear about those high school kids in Oakland 
who went to see Schindler’s List and started 
laughing like coked-up coyotes every time a Jew got 
wasted with a pistol in extreme Steven Spielbergian 
closeup? 

They kicked em out. They stopped the 
movie after about an hour and kicked out the 
whole crowd of sixty students from Castlemont 
High School, who were there on a field trip to 
learn about... well... about acceptance. 

And excuse me, Ann Landers, but I guess 
I’m the only person in the universe who does 
think the students got a raw deal. Evidently 
these kids got lectured, condemned, criticized, 
yelled at, and otherwise berated for several 
days afterwards, as every armchair editorial 
writer came down on their collective juvenile 
heads for laughing and applauding for Nazi 
atrocities. 

First I’d like to make the point—the point 
I make about once a month these days—that 
teenagers are the most abused minority in the 
United States. Nobody likes em. Nobody likes 
their energy or their restlessness or their pres- 
ence in movie theaters. We have a whole cul- 
ture that hates the very people who are about 
to take over the culture. 

Second, I’d like to say that there is no such 
thing as an inappropriate response—to use the 
words of my sixth-grade teacher—to a movie. 
In other words, the audience can’t be wrong. If the 
audience laughs, it’s funny, by definition. If the 
audience cries, it’s sad. You can’t go around yankin 
people out of their chairs and saying, “You can’t stay 
at this movie, because you don’t get it.” 

But mostly Id like to say, “Have all you people 
forgotten how you feel when you're 16 years old?” 

You laugh at everything that’s strange, shock- 
ing, scary, weird, different, or out of place. You laugh 
at sex. You laugh at guns. You laugh at reports of 


Victory Over the 
Twentieth Century! 


The Fork Union Drive-In, on state route 

_ 612in Fork Union, Virginia, remains a thriving 

enterprise, thanks to Stephanie Armistead, 

_ whose father, F.F. White, built it forty years 

ago. F. Lee Snavely of Richmond reminds us 

that, with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will 
pever dig. 


people killed in hurricanes. You laugh because you 
think, in some strange way, that the laughing will 
protect you, and itll make you part of everybody 
else’s laughter, only everybody else is laughing be- 
cause they wanna be protected, too. 





Let’s imagine that just one of those sixty kids 
was like my friend Larry from 10th grade. Larry was 
a tough guy, a fighter. He owned knives and guns 
and brass knuckles and switchblades, and he liked to 
tell you how easily he could use them on somebody 
who messed with him. 

What if Larry saw that first brutal murder in 
Schindler’s List, and his reaction to it was, “Oh, 
man, that was cold!” And everybody started laugh- 
ing because, if the scene bothered Larry that much, 
then it’s a by-God mean scene. 

These students were watching in a group. Groups 
are different. Groups have an energy based on what 
the various members of the group are doing—not 
what’s on the screen. All the adults that got so upset 
were watching the movie in isolation. The high 
school students were watching it together. They 
knew who was laughing and who wasn’t. After a 
while, it’s contagious because of things that have 
nothing to do with the movie. 

Give em a break. 

Stop being so old all the time. 

I’m surprised I have to explain these things. 
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_ Somebody needs to sit down these lame sportscasters and explain. . . 


The Facts of Football 


ll right, here it is pro 

football training camp 
time again, and this year I 
want yall to listen up. 

Before the first lame 
broadcast of the first sorry- 
lookin pre-season game, I 
want you Rhodes Scholar 
sports announcer types to 
take a few lessons from 
Uncle Joe Bob so we don’t 
have to listen to the same 
old rehashed bullstuff for 
six months out of the year. 

Numero Uno: “You 
have to establish the run- 
ning game.” 

Why do they keep say- 
ing this? Why do they all 
keep saying this? You know 
what happens to the team 
that starts off a pro football 
game by “establishing the 
running game”? 

They lose. 

Nobody’s established the running game for fif- 
teen years. | 

Anybody who runs the ball up the middle on the 
first play of the game is guaranteed to get buried. 

What they do is they establish the passing game, 
and then all their hot-shot runners can go because 
the linebackers have to drop back for the pass. Am I 
the only person in America who’s noticed this? The 
game is about passing, not running. 

Numero Two-o: “The team that avoids turnovers 
is the team that wins.” 

This is a stupid statistic, and it’s wrong. The 
team that avoids interceptions is the team that wins. 


R.1.P. 


Woodland Drive-In _ 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 


Religious Fanatic Alert! The Woodland Drive- 
In, on Breton Road in Grand Rapids, Michigan, is 
now the Woodland Drive-In Church. The Rev. 
Verlyn Verbrugge promises “contact between 
Heaven and Earth.” Obviously he‘doesn’t intend 
to show The Exorcist. Richard Fraser of Wyo- 
ming, Michigan, reminds us that, without eter- 
nal vigilance, it can happen here. 















Nobody can avoid fumbles. When 
fumbles happen, it’s usually nobody’s 
fault. Fumbles can happen to any- 
body at any time. But when intercep- 
tions happen, it’s always because you 
screwed up big time. So why do they 
lump this stufftogether as “turnovers” 
and keeping yakking at us with this 
Turnover Ratio dealie? 

Numero Three-o: “If we look at 
the time of possession, we can see why 
Green Bay is getting tired.” 

Every time the offense keeps the 
ball for a long time, the announcers 
start going on about how tired the 
defense is. Excuse me for pointing this 
out, but the offensive players and the 
defensive players have been on the 
field for the exact same amount of time 
and the exact same number of plays. 
Who’s idea was it to assume that the 
defense gets more tired than the of- 
fense? They’re both tired. 

And another thing. If the offense has the ball for 
a long time, all that means is that they’re not scoring. 
Which would you rather have—a team that takes 11 
minutes to march down the field before kicking a 
field goal, or a team that scores a touchdown in thirty 
seconds? 

“Time of possession” means nothing, nada, zero. 
That’s why the winner is awarded on the basis of 
points, not minutes. 

Numero Four-o: “This match-up could be de- 
cided by the kicking game.” 

Oh, it could not. Everybody has a punter. Every- 
body has a place-kicker. The difference between the 
best punter and the worst punter is about eight 
yards. The difference between the best kicker and 
the worst one is about ten yards. And look at the 
teams where the leading scorer is the kicker. Notice 
how lousy they all are. 

Numero Five-o: “Believe me, the coach will have 
some choice words at halftime to motivate these 


men.” 


The days of the Vince Lombardi halftime speech 
are over. You know what would happen if a coach 
stood: up on a stool and said, “We’re gonna play em 
hard, we’re gonna push em right down that field, 
we're gonna win, win, win”? The team would think 
they were watching HBO Comedy Spotlight. 

Stop with the mythology. 

Do your goldang jobs. 

Do I have to explain everything? 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

As a former litera- 
ture professor, I find the 
self-reflexivity and mul- 
tiple layers of ironyin QQ 
yourcolumnstobethe f ff @ EE” 
sine qua non of = = &}§ == i 
poststructuralist social WW yg gq _ 
criticism, if you know 2 to the 
what I mean, and I 
think you know what I 
mean. 

Oh, yeah, and your stuff is a hoot to read. 

Regards, 

John Marlin 

Chicago 
Dear John: 

A professor of semiotics once broke down my 
columns and found that, when you disregard the 
meaning of them, they make sense. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

About two weeks ago I sent you the anti-abortion 
tape which I found hanging on my front door, along 
with 99,999 citizens of Milwaukee. Needless to say, 
I was “agitated.” 

You'll note in the enclosed article that the police 
said there was nothing illegal about it. Well, you can 
damn well bet that if it’d been a copy of Nightmare on 
Elm Street that someone would have found some- 


thing illegal! 
Something ain’t right here. What’s your advice? 
Cordially, 
Richard E. Maxwell 
Milwaukee 





. ie first person who asks for it. He gives it to the first 
_ person he notices who asks for it. This means whatever 
_ letter happens to be at the top of the stack whenever 
- weopen the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If: you 
~ act like a jerk in your letter, you wi ill receive no free 
- ion for ane rest of your life. : 
: Books 
Te Pirate by Harold Robbins, Presumed Guilty by : 
. Martin Yant, Quit by Charles F. Wetherall, Random Acts of 
_ Kindness, Rating the Movie Stars, The Red Badge of Courage 
_ byStephan Crane, The Red and the Black by Stendhal , Reflex . 
_ Massage by Kurt Donsbach, M.D., The Rhinemann Exchange 
by Robert Ludlum, The Rise of Sunbelt Cities, Road Kill 
Cookbook by B.R. “Buck” Peterson. | 
_ - Videos : 
- Lonely in America starring Ranjit Ceecdics: Lorna 
Doone starring Polly Walker; Love, Lies & Murder; Love 
Bites; Lovedolls Super Star; Love Potion #9 starring Tate 
Donovan and Sandra Bullock; Love Your Mama; Lust For 
Freedom starring Melanie Coll; The Liars’ Club starring Wil 
_ Wheaton and Soleil Moon Frye; The Mae West Collection 
_ Featurette; Mad Dog and Glory starring Robert DeNiro. 








Sea 


Dear Richard: 


Personally I’m very 
happy that the Fetus 
Fans give away gross- 
out videotapes to people 
who don’t want them. 

Every time they do 
that, we’re reminded of 
what total buffoons they 
are. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Loved your list of Top Movie Villains. It is worth 
noting that, in comics at least, there is a definite 
persistence of the Nazis as villains; either they 
remain as a cult/secret society with apostolic succes- 
sion from Hitler or Himmler, or, almost as often, they 
are led by an actual surviving High Nazi Muckity- 
Muck who has become immortal through one or 
another means (perpetual youth, artificial body, 
disembodied head, whatever). Time travel to World 
War II is really popular, too. 

The Nazis work so well as films/comics villains; 
in addition to being about the closest thing this world 
has seen to true, absolute evil on a nationwide basis, 
they have great costumes. Mike Baron (writer of 
Nexus, one of the truly great comics of the 80’s) 
pointed out that the Communists were never quite 
as satisfying because they always dressed in drab 
uniforms, but Nazis had things like silver skulls on 
black shirts. You gotta love that. Normal Spinrad 
made a similar point in his brilliant novel, The Iron 
Dream, which if you haven’t read, you should; the 
novel itself is a bit much, but the afterward is great, 
and says things about hardcore SF fans—like my- 
self—they are very uncomfortable to consider. 

Yours, 
Kevin J. Maroney 
Yonkers, N.Y. 


| Dear Kevin: 


I didn’t mean to say that Nazis are obsolete. I love 
Nazis. They’re just not as plentiful ever since guys 
like Conrad Veidt went on to that big S.S. Work 
Camp in the sky. 


Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 
Happy belated Fourth of July! I know yall had 
one hell of a hot time back there in Texas. I wish I 


- could’ve been there to help celebrate. My Mom 


probably was saying “it is hotter than a firecracker 
on the 4th of July!” I am originally from Houston, the 
ex-capital of Texas, but I am currently living in 
Gaeta, Italy, serving on the USS Belknap, CG-26, as 
Commander Sixth Fleet Staff meteorologist. For you 
Dallasites, that means I am a weatherman (pro- 
nounced wheat-herman by a friend of mine). 
Anyhoo, I was reading Stars and Stripes, a 
world-wide military propaganda rag the other day, 
and came across one of your articles. I used to hear 
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youon some obscure radio station in Norfolk, Virgina, 
but they were taken over by some rednecks or 
something and you were no more. At the bottom of 
your article it said to write to you to receive some 
freebies. Since we spend a lot of time at sea, we, the 
Chief's onboard, could use some reading material or 
maybe some tapes of your movie reviews. We have 
quite an assortment of movies here and we would be 
interested in hearing your hilarious remarks about 
them. Basically, hell, send any ol’ damn thing. 

Living in Italy is great, but it is hard to get good 
BBQ here. Of course, I do burn some tasty roadkill 
now and then on my yuppie Weber kettle. No mes- 
quite or hickory trees here, so we use olive trees for 
that smoked flavor. You make do with what you got. 
Not much wildlife over here for cookin’, quite a few 
cats, but they're so damn hard to coax onto the grill. 
Mostly we resort to store bought viddles and make 
believe. Actually, my beautiful bride is from coastal 
Virginia, and she doesn’t much believe my stories 
about my great-grandmother sucking the buckshot 
out of some ol’ fried squirrel heads that I had shot for 
her one Easter morning in Frankston, Texas. Those 
were the days. 

Well, time to go write a weather forecast. Send 
along those freebies now, ya hear? I would hate to 
have to send my ol’ sissy cousin from Duncanville 
over there to kick some ol’ Joe Bob butt! 

P.S. The enclosed is a satellite picture of the 
central Mediterranean with Italy, Sicily and Sardinia. 
If Italy looks like a boot, then I live about where the 
kneecap is. 

Ciao from Italia, 

Albert J. Mauzy 

U.S. Navy 

Gaeta, Italy 
Dear Albert: 

I won't tell anybody about those three planes that 
went down because you were busy smoking olive trees 
under a dead cat. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I enjoy your column and I’m a fan of the genre 
you review, but my wife is kinda squeamish and 
won't allow me to rent most of the videos you suggest. 
How can I get her to give em a try? 

Rick Matthews 
Alexandria, Va. 
Dear Rick: 

Your wife won't “allow” you to rent drive-in 
movies? 

Rick, we gotta talk. This could get complicated. 


Joe Bob; 

While it may seem pleasant to think that apart- 
heid is dead and that therefore Cape Town drive-ins 
are doing particularly well, the more probable cause, 
according to Thomas V. McClendon, a pre-eminent 
South African history scholar from Stanford Univer- 






sity currently doing research in the bars of 
Pietermaritzburg, South Africa, is that due to higher 
indigenous numbers of blacks in Durban, the former 
traditional vacation area for white South Africans, 
Cape Town has become the new trendy vacation 
locale for same said whites, therefore increasing two 
vital elements necessary to world peace—long, gas- 
hogging road trips and the resurgence of the Cape 
Town drive-in theater industry. 

But all is not well in darkest. The drive-in in 
Pietermaritzburg itself was recently closed. Surely a 
blow to freedom-loving sand-line drawers every- 
where! 

Will McClendon 
San Francisco 
Dear Will: 

Are you implying that the blacks of Cape Town 
do not appreciate the cultural influence of the drive- 
in? You are in danger of being branded a racist. 


This Week's Contest 


Kathryn Stuckey of Menlo Park, California: “I 
can’t remember the name of this movie, but it in- 
volved two guys in a fallout shelter after nuclear 
holocaust and dwarf disco mutants in white polyes- 
ter suits. Any bells? Id like to see it again.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the May 16 issue, Stephen R. Krauss of San 
Luis Obispo, California, wrote: “My wife was abused 
as a child and is undergoing therapy. During one 
session she had a memory as a very small child, 
seeing a movie at the theatre which now disturbs her 
memory... . We think the film was released in 1960 
or 1961, maybe during the spring or early summer. 
My wife remembers a scene in the film where a 
woman, somewhat pretty, blond, is wandering down 
an alley and then goes into what looks like a pub or 
bar. There is a group of ‘mean-looking’ or rough- 
looking men in the bar who proceed to scare her. The 
next scene my wife remembers is that these men 
push her on a table, or it might have been a pool 
table, and begin playing tic-tac-toe on her lower back 
and buttocks with lipstick. That’s all she remembers. 
My wife was only five or six when she saw this. She 
should never have been taken to such a movie, but 
there’s no explaining what is in the mind of adults 
who don’t put the health and well being of their 
children first. Can you help us?” 

We received three correct answers, and so our 
winner was chosen by drawing. And he is... 
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Tom Doty of 
Oakhurst, New Jer- 
sey: “The film in ques- 
tion is Pressure Point. 
Directed by Stanley 
Kramer in 1962. It is 
available on MGM/UA 
video. The box art fea- 
tures the lipstick se- 
quence. It starred 
Bobby Darin as a dis- 
turbed member of the 
American Nazi Party 
and Sidney Poitier as 
his shrink. The story 
is told via flashback by 





Additional infor- 
mation came from our 
two runners-up... 

Robert Laugh- 
lin of Paradise, Cali- 
fornia: “I saw the 
movie when I was a 
very young child just 
like the woman who 
is so troubled by it. 
Fortunately, I have 
not suffered any last- 
ing psychological 
trauma from it. How- 
ever, ever since | 
heard Darin singing 


Poitier to new shrink Sidney Poitier and Bobby “Splish Splash” Darin ‘SplishSplash,’ Ihave 
Peter Falk. It is adis- star in Pressure Point, a disturbing look at Ameri- been too terrified to 
turbing film and is can-Nazi sadism. bathe.” 

definitely not suited for children. I hope this helps Bill Cantey of Charleston, South Carolina: “This 
Mrs. Krauss. I saw this filmon TV asachildandhad rather dull movie is mostly a series of flashbacks as 
nightmares involving the sequence where Bobby Darin’s American-Nazi character recalls and relates 
Darrin hallucinates that he is an inch high and his past acts to Poitier’s Afro-American doctor char- 
drowning in a sink.” acter. Mrs. Krauss’ vaguely recalled tic-tac-toe scene 


This Video Deal Sucks! 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘To sleep With a Vampire’ for only ° lO! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
giff) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic thriller 
To Sleep With a Vampire for only $10 starring Charlie Spradling 
in her hottest role yet as a topless dancer who falls in love with 
a vampire. Hurry! Offer expires October 31, 1994. 


BORER enw an PaESERTE 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus To Sleep 
With a Vampire video—S80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks ages to The Joe Bob Report.) 


- Ordering information for any of 
: — Joe Bob’sfive books, 1990-94 bind- 
___ ers, or list of back issues available 


S > by writing to address below. . 


podiche Joe Bob’s ao ica 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug. . . 


Get One While They’re Hot! 


Join Joe Bob and raise a mug against Yuppuccinos 
everywhere. This big-honker 15-ouncer (use Maxwell House Address 
only, please) is white with ‘Cappuccino My Buft’ on the front City St 
in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody Se eee 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpestothisnew Charge Card # 
idea that q fourteen dollar Cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat Check one: MC 
Espresso will turn you into an art director for music videos?” — 
Joe Bob Briggs) This Texas-sized ceramic sipper is only $9.95— Signature 
plus $2.90 shipping. 


Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-368-2310) 


Name 


ee: < eee 


— Vise... - Deve: 





is a mildly chilling example of in- 
timidation and humiliation as a 
terrified young woman submits to 
the bizarre behavior of the game- 
players. This final ‘revenge’ re- 
sults from the ineffective (and cow- 
ardly) bartender/manager chiding 
Darin for chalk-marking the bar’s 
surface with tic-tac-toe games. 
After marking the furniture, walls, 
floor, and ceiling with indelible 
cross-hatches, the ‘mean-looking 
men’ turn on the totally subdued 
bartender’s blonde wife, not some 
hapless girl who ‘wandered’ in 
from an ‘alley.’ That muddled 
memory may be the result of the 
adversely affected Mrs. Krauss 
‘entering’ the scene via the 
theater’s aisle, not an ‘alley,’ and 
identifying with the totally cowed 
young woman. I believe an abused 
little girl would be attuned to an- 
other female who whimpers and 
trembles through an ordeal that 
no one will later take seriously, 
sympathize with, or attempt to 
punish the perpetrator(s). And 
since this laughingly related seg- 
ment was meant to exemplify the 
sadistic cruelty of Darin’s charac- 
ter, it may have become Mrs. 
Krauss’ first realization that she 
was being treated—incorrectly. 
God help Mrs. Krauss (and all of 
us) to hang in there, Joe Bob. 
Because no one will ever make a 
horror movie as horrible as real 
life can be.” 








- Freebies 


Given us afive names and addresses 
_ of friends or foes. you think are weird 
_ enough to appreciate a sample copy of 
The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send | 
_ you a free video from our stockpile of | 
_about a thousand titles. Unfortu-_ 
nately, you don’t get to choose the 


_title—unless one of your five names _ 
subscribes to the newsletter. Then | 
you get another video, and you get to 
| choose it from the list. 


| | 


oe Bob’s Classifieds | | 





Books 


Muscles, Myths and Movies. From Reeves 
to Arnold. 73-page detailed guide to Her- 
cules genre movies. $6.95 plus $1.55 check 
or MO to Stephen Weakley, 202 Basswood, 
Elk Grove Village, IL 60007. 


Miscellaneous 


Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 


Film 


Film Industry Folk: DJ-turned screenwriter 
needs your help! I’ve finished the ultimate 
fish-out-of-water radio comedy but can’t 
find anyone in tinseltown to read it. Can you 
steer me toward new-writer-friendly 
agents, producers or development execs? 
Call collect (417) 781-2212. Allinquiries and 
referrals welcome. 


Video Trades 


For swap—horror, science fiction, foreign, 
amateur XXX. Wanted pro wrestling and 
the same as above. Henry Saffan, 2626 
Homecrest Avenue, Brooklyn, NY 11233. 
Ineed Vincent Price’s greatest movie Cham- 
pagne for Caesar, 1950, on video. Wayne 
Richards, 1107 Reddy Avenue, Medford, 
OR97504-7442. 

Wanted: Two-Lane Blacktop, Renaldo and 
Clara (the 5-hour version). Bill Rhodes, 229 
Nautical Court, Vallejo, CA 94591. 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





Would like to exchange videos and want 
lists. Send to: T. O’Hearn, 15 Church Street, 
Candor, NY 13743. 

Wanted: Mad Max undubbed. Will pay/ 
trade. Any information appreciated as well. 
Tyler, P.O. Box 416, Tarrytown, NY 10591. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

| Place a personal ad or message, 

| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 

| date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





ao co . Bob al aw : 
(ap to twenty words—60. cents each | 
- additional word). Nobusinesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 
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CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 








